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for his rustic neighbours. For there at a bend of
the village-road stands invitingly a little coffee-
house, which the great architect designed and built
himself and left it as a little love-token to his
village. With its old-fashioned leaded-glass windows
and oaken wall-seats and its sign hanging out in the
good old way, it makes a veritable gem of a coffee-
house where of an evening after their hard day's work
gather the strength and intelligence of the village
to read the papers and periodicals suited to their
rustic tastes or pass an hour or two over a cup of
tea and a piece of cake, listening to the little gossip
of the village-world. But to-day to a weary way-
farer from a far-off land the coffee-house is an object
of special joy and welcome; for with a sigh of relief
he enters its lowly-built porch, asks for a glass of hot
milk and rests his tired limbs on the first convenient
seat he comes across. Rested and refreshed and
breathing a silent word of thanksgiving to the
departed donor, I wend my way home, Now the
road descends sharply and then lies over a typically
Tennysonian " babbling-brook," now making " a
sudden sally by the bridge and sparkling out among
the fern," then " stealing by lawns and grassy plots
and sliding by hazel covers." But to-day I cannot
as usual follow it " chattering over stony ways " or
watch it " bubbling into eddying bays," for it's
getting on to tea-time and I know " Mother"
won't have her tea without me. So throwing just
a hurried glance at it, I commence to ascend the
steep incline on the other side. But as is always the
case when we are most in a hurry there is always